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AN AMERICAN GIRL 





JACQUEMINOT. 

Are you filled with wonder. Jacqueminot, 
Do you think me mad thai I kiss you so? 
If a rose could only its thoughts express, 
I'd find you mocking, 1 more than guess; 
And yet if you vow me a fond old fool, 
Just think if your own line pulse w 
When you lay in her tresses an hoi 
Jacqueminot. 



This pale, proud girl, you must understand, 
Held all my fate in her small white hand. 
And when I asked her to be my bride, 
She wanted a day to think' — decide; 
And 1 asked, if her answer were na, she'd v 
A Marshal Niel to the ball in her hair. 
But if 'twere pel, she would tell me so 
By a Jacqueminot. 

My heart found heaven. I had seen my sign, 
And after the dance I knew her 
And I plucked you out of her 
Ai her stalely pride stood trembling mci. 
And I felt in the dark for her lips lo Viu. 
And I pressed them close to my own like ibit 
And I held her cheek to my own cheek — so. 
Jacqueminot! 



A jingle of bells and a crunch of snow. 

Skies that are clear as the month of May. 
Wincli that merrily, briskly blow. 

A pretty girl and a cozy sieigh. 

Eyes that are bright and lau^ter gay, 
All that favors Dan Cupid's arl: 

] was but t>%'enty. What can you say 
If I confess I lost my heart? 



What if I answered in whispers low. 

Begged that she would not say me nay. 
Asked if my love she did not know. 

What if I did? Who blames me, pray? 

Suppose she blushed. 'Tis the proper way 
For lovely maidens to play their part. 

Does it seem too much for a blush to pay 
Jf I confess I lost my heart? 

What if I drove extremely alow. 

Was there not cau&e enough to slay? 
Such opportunities do not grow 

Right in one's pathway every day; 

Cupid I dared not disobey. 
If he saw 6t to cast his dart ; 

Is il a thing to cause dismay 
If I confess I lost my heart? 

ENVOY. 
WhatifUissedher? Jealous ihey 

Who scoff at buyers in true love's matt. 
Who can my sound good sense gainsay 

If I confess I lost my heart? 

Guy Wetmore Carbyl. 
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THE SUMMER GIRL 
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THE UNEXPECTED. 

She was ihe reigning belie! 
Straightway in love I fell; 
Potent became the spelt — 

Too plain for masking. 
Then for a time I wooed — 
For her sweet favour sued. 
Till I'd my courage screwed 

Up to the "asking." 

Where to the music's beat 
Tripped the untiring feet 

Of the gay dancer. 
Gently I led my fair 
Partner, so debonair. 
Told her the whole, and there 

Wailed her answer. 



Sweet was the flowers' perfume- 
Weird the enshadowing gloom; 
From the gay, lighted room. 
Sweet strains came family. 
Turning, she smiled and blushed. 
Murmured surprise, and flushed, 
Then, in the silence hushed, 
:d me quaintly. 

Doubtless you think she said. 
When she had raised her head. 
That which all lovers dread: 

"She'd be my sister!" 
That's where you've made a % 
Wrong, as you must confess; 
For she said softly:--"YesI" 

Yeil and I kissed herl 

Frank Roe Batchelder. 





SUB ROSA. 

Under the rows of gas-jeb bright, 

Balfaed in a blazing river of li^t, 

A regal beauty aiti; above her 

The butterflies of fashion hover. 

And bum their wings, and take to flight 



Mark you her pure complexion, — white 
Thouf^ flush may follow flush? Deqnte 
Her blush, the lily I discover 
Under the rose. 



All compliments to her are trite; 

She has adorers left and ri^t: 
And 1 confess, here, under cover 
Of secrecy, I too — I love her I 
ly naught; the knows it not. 'Tii 

Under the rose. Y^: 

Brander Matti 
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EYES WHERE CUPID HAS MADE HIS LAIR 




Lino that ripple, notes dial dance, 

Foreign measures broughl from Fi 

Reaching with a careless 

From high C to — where you please. 

Clever, frivolous, and gay — 

These will answer in their way ; 

But thai tune of long ago — 

Slately, solemn, somewhat slow 

(Dear "Old Hundred"— ihafs the air! 

Will outrank ihem anywhere 

Once it breathed a seraph's 

(Tildy sang it in the choir) 



II 

How she stood up straight and tall I 
Aht again I see it all; 

~ ^ Cheeks that glowed and eyes that lauf 
Teelh like cream, and lips that quaff* 

1 All the genial country's wealth 
Of large cheer and perfect health, 
Gown — ^*ell yes — -old fashioned quit 
> ou would call It just a fright,' 
t ( \i\c that quamt attire 
y ^yore It in the choir ) 





m 



V 
Come, Malilda number two. 
Fin de siecle maiden you! 
Wonder if you'd like to see 
Her I loved in fifty-three? 
Yes> All right, then go and find 
Mother's picture — "Papa!" — Mindt 
She and I were married. You 
Were our youngest. Now you, loo. 
Raise the same old anthems till 
All the church is hushed and still 
With a single soul to hear. 
Do I flatter? Ah. my dear. 
Time has brought my last desire — 
Tildy >bll is in the choir! 

Wes/ejjon Literary Monthly. 




Moit stifi and itill the good folk sit 
To hear the sermon tfirough; 

But if our God be such a God. 
And if these things be true. 

Why did He make her then so fair. 
And both her eyes so blue > 



A flickering hght, the sun creepts in, 
And finds her sitting there; 

And touches soft her lilac gown, 
And soft her yellow hair; 

I look across to that old pew. 

And have both praise and prayer. 



Ofa, violets in Sudbury lane, 
Amid the grasses green. 

This maid who stirs ye with her 
Is far more fair. I v 

I wonder how my forty years 
Look by her sweet sixteen! 




LiZETTE WOODWORTH ReESE 
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Down the world with Mai 
Tarrying there and here! 
Just as much at home in Spain 
As in Tangier or Touraine! 
Shakespeare's Avon knows us well. 
And the crags of Neufchalel: 
And the ancient Nile is fain 
Of our coming near. 



V 
Down the world with Mama, 
Daughter of the air! 
Marna of the subtle grace. 
And the vision in her face! 
Moving in the measures trod 
By the angels before God! 
With her sky-blue eyes amaze 
And her sea-blue hair! 



Maria with the trees* life 
In her veins a-stir! 
Marna of the aspen heart 
Where the sudden quivers start 1^ 
Quick re3pon3i\e suhtli 
Artless as an arlless child, 
"piteof all her reach of art! 
jh roam with her! 
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The man in righteousness arrayed. 

A pure and blameless liver. 
Needs nol the keen Toledo blade. 

Nor venom- freighted quiver. 
What though he wind his loilsome way 

O'er regions wild and weary — 
Til rough Zara's burning desert stray. 

Or Asia's jungles dreary: 



What though he plough the billowy deep 

By lunar light, or solar. 
Meet the resistless Simoon's sweep, 

Or iceberg circumpolar! 
In bog or quagmire deep and dank 

His fool shall never settle; 
He mounts the summit of Mont Blanc, 

Or Popocatapetl. 



Or Chimborazo's breathless height 

He treads o'er burning lava; 
Or snuffs the Bohan Upas blight, 

The deathful plant of Java. 
Through every peril he shall pass. 

By Virtue's shield protected ; 
And still by Truth's unerring glass 

Hii path shall be directed. 



>> 
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A HUMBLE ROMANCE 



Her ways were rather frightened, and she wasn't 

She wasn't good at small talk, or quick at repartee; 

Her gown was somewhat lacking in the proper cut and tone, 

And it wasn't difficult to see ihe'd made it all alone. 

So the gay young men whose notice would have filled h( 

Paid very small attention to the little girl in white. 



He couldn't talk the theatre, (or he hadn't time to go, 

And, though he knew Aat hay was high, and butler rather li 

He couldn't say the airy things that other men rehi 

While his waltzing was so rusty that he didn't di 

The beauties whom he sighed for were most frigidly polite. 

So perforce he came and sal beside the little girl in while. 



She soon forgot her envy of the glittering beau monde. 

For the common love of horses proved a sympathetic bond. 

She lold him all about the farm, and how she came to town. 

And showed the honest little heart beneath the homemade gown. 

A humble tale, you say,— and yet he ble 

When first he came and sat beside the little girl in white. 

Vassar Miscellans- 





L'AMOUR. L' AMOUR. 

We catch the fleeting perfume of roses 

As the evening closes the golden day. 
And die rhythmic beating of waves in motion 

Comes from the ocean a mile away; 
In the wesi is dying the sunset's splendor. 

And twilight tender enfolds the land; 
Where the tide is Hying a-down the river. 

And the grasses quiver, we silent stand. 



In your radiant eyes the sun unknowing 

Has left his glowing to deeper glow. 
And your tender sighs sound far more sweetly 

Than the winds that Reetly and bhthely blow. 
And first all shyly your small hand lingers 

With trembling fingers within my own. 
The blushes slyly and swiftly starting. 

And then departing like rose-leaves blown. 



Alas, die enviout time is fleeting. 

But your heart is beating in lime with mine. 
And Cupid's rhyme rings louder^-ciearer. 

As I draw you nearer, my love divinel 
In the twilight dim we have found love's tether 

And are linked together, no more to part; 
While the white stars swing in a maze of glory. 

To hear the story that bares your heart. 

Guy Wetmore Carryl, 




SHE HELD A DEEP RED ROSE 




OUR NAVY GIRL 




She pramiKcl me a cushion weH bedight 
With ruffles blue, and I. oh. luckle 

Mual send to her — she said, exchange is fair— 
My college pin in gold. Her cushion's where 
With half-closed eyes I lie. Is't not aright 
I dream of Flo? 

Yale Couranl. 




THE AMERICAN GIRL. 

The German may sing of his rosy-cheeked lui. 
The French of his brillianl-eyed pearl; 

But ever the iheme of my praises shall be 
The laughing American girl. 
Yes, the jolly American girl. 

She laughs at her sorrows, she laughs at her joyi. 
She laughs al Dame Fortune's mad whirl; 

And laughing will meet all her troubles in life. 
The laughing American girl. 
Yes, the joyous American girl. 

You say she can't love if she laughs all the time? 

A lau^ at your logic she'll hurl; 
She loves while she laughs and she laughs while she 
The laughing American girl, 
Oh. the laughing American girl! 

S. F. P. 
50 



Such special sweetness was about 
That day God sent you here, 

I knew the lavender yas out. 
And it VIM mid of year. 



Their common way the great winds blew. 

The ships sailed out to sea ; 
Yet ere that day was spent I knew 

Mine own had come to me. 



As after song some snatch of tune 
Lurks still in grass or bough, 

So. somewhat of (he end o' June 
Lurks in each weather now. 



The young year sets the buds astir. 
The old year strips the trees ; 

But ever in my lavender 
I hear the brawling bees. 

L. W. Reese 





Could the have guessed my c 
I knew her foot upon the stair. 

Her figure chained my inmost eye; 

I only looked a Io^ 
I feigned indifference, felt despair. 



My very blood leaped up. aware 
Of her free step and morning air ; 
She raised her head, she caught my eye — 

Could she have guessed? 



I faced her with a chilly stare. 
With words so common and so bare I 
Her whispering skirts, as she went by. 
Swept every sense — a thrilling sigh! 
Ah, would her heart have heard my prayer 

Could she have guessed? 
Elaine Goodale 




SHE IS NOT BORN OF HIGH DECREE 




WHERE HELEN COMES. 

Where Helen comes, at falU the dew, 
Where Helen comes Peace cometh loo ! 
From out the golden, western lands. 
White Ulies blooming in her hands, 
A li^t of beauty in her face. 
She paueth on with nameless grace. 
Before her fly the shades of life — 
The darkling, wheeling bats of strife — 
They flee her very garments' stir, 
And greater fear the soul of her; 
For hath she not the magic touch — 
The sesame of loving much? 
Where'er her morning footsteps pass 
The daisies smg unto the grass; 
Soft whispers full of praises sweet ^ ' 

Her evening presence rise to greet. 
And if she go throu^ deserts bare (^ ' 
The angels of the heart are there: /" 

They find no spot to weave their spells '^ ,.■ 
■ So far as that where Helen dwells! . V - - 
Where Helen comes, as falls the deW. '■ i' 
Where Helen comes Peace cometh W I ; 
John Jerome Rookey. ., 
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THE PROF/S LITTLE GIRL. 

She comes to the Quad when her Ladyship pleases. 

And loiters at will in the sun and the shade; 
As free from the burden of work as the breezes 

That play with the bamboo Js this little maid. 
The tongues of the bells, as they beat out the morning. 

Like mad in their echoing cases may whirl 
Till they weary of calling her, — all their sharp warning 

Is lost on the ear of the prof's little girl. 



With a scarred-over heart thai is old in the knowledge 

Of all the manoEUvies and snares of the Hall, 
Crown wary of traps in its four years at college, 

And able a( last to keep clear of them all, — 
Oh, what am I doing away from my classes 

With a little blue eye and a brown little curl? 
Ah me I fast again, and each precious hour passes 

In slavery sweet to (he profs little girl. 



She makes me a hone, and I mind her direction, 

Though it lakes me o'er many a Faculty green; 
I'm pledged to the cause of her pussy's protection 

From ghouls of the Lab and the honors they me 
I pose a> the sire of a draggled rag dolly 

Who owns the astonishing title of Pearl; — 
And I have forgotten that alt this is folly, 

So potent the charmof the prof's litde girll 
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IF SEA SPRAY KISS HER FACE 



Mus Amabel Jones U musical, and so 

The heart of the young he-boarder doth win. 
Playing "The Maiden Prayer," aJagio — 

That (etchedi him, as fetched the banco skin 
The innocent mstic. For my part, I pray: 
That Badarjewska maid may wait for aye 
Ere siU she with a lover, as did we 
Once sit together, Amabel! Can it be 

That all that arduous wooing not atones 
For Saturday shortness of trade dollars three? 

Behold the deeds that are done of Mrs. JonesI 



Yea I she forgets the arm was wont to go 

Around her waist. She wears a buckle whose pin 
Gallelh the crook of the young man's elbow; 

/ forget not, for I that youth have been. 
Smith was aforetime the Lothario gay. 
Yet once, I mind me, Smith was forced to stay 
Close in his room. Not calm, as I, was he; 
But his noise brought no pleasaunce, verily. 

Small ease he gat of playing on the bones. 
Or hammering on his stove-pipe, that I see. 

Behold the deeds that are done of Mrs. JonesI 





UNDER THE FLASH OF TAPERS 
BRIGHT. 

I lost my heart at the ball to-night. 

Gazing too long in Mabel's eyes 

Under the flash of the tapers bright. 

Because earth holds no fairer sight 

Than Mabel breathing her low repliet, 
I lost my heart at the ball to-ni^t 

Tenderly tall and gracefully slight. 

A goddess, she charms both gay and wi« 
Under the flash of the tapers bright. 

Arise, faint hope, put fear to flight. 

For Mabel must know ere the starlight dies 
i lost my heart at the ball to-night. 

Ye stars that shine so pure and white. 
Grant me the boon that fate denies 
Under the flash of the tapers bright. 

Soften her soul with tender light. 

Nor let her regret when daylight hies 
I lost my heart at the ball to-night 
Under the flash of the tapers bright. 

S. M. Peqc 




UPON THE STAIR I SEE MY LADY STAND. 

(Rondel.) 

Upon the alair I see my tady stand. 

Her hair is like the gleaming gold of dawn. 
And. like the laughing sunbeam on the lawn, 

The radiant smile by which her lips are spanned. 






A chiselled marvel seems her slender hand 

What time she waves it ere my steps are gone; 

Upon the stair I see my lady stand. 

Her hair is like the gleaming gold of dawn. 

Through the green covert that the breeze has fanned 
She fleets as graceful as the flexile fawn; 
She is the star to which my soul is drawn 

When shadows drive the daylight from the land. 

Upon the stair I see my lady stand. 

Her hair is like the gleaming gold of dawn. 

Clinton Scollahd. 




Eyes that are clear as the sparkling air 
When the frost-sprinkled forests flame, 

Cheeks all aglow with the daintiest red. 

Wind-tossed hair round a graceful head. 

Bonny and blithesome beyond compare — 
Hail to the Queen of the Game! 



There are courage and hope in her e; 
And she raises the blue flag high 
And winning or losing, till all is done. 
She is true lo her colours and cheers thi 
With the Yale blue violets in her gown- 
Fair symbol of loyalty. 



There is much that is dear in the victor's prize- 
Honour, applause, and fame, 
But when the strife ends in a victory, 
The first and the best which the winners see 
Is a swift flashing signal from Beauty's eyes — 
A smile from the Queen of the Game. 

:v. 

Then here's lo the maid who begins her reign 
When the dead leaves race and whirl! 

Hearty and loud is the praise I bring. 

For fairest of all is the maid I sing. 

So [ill up your glasses and pledge agam 
A toast to the Football Girl! 

Raymond W. Walker. 




A SEASIDE FLIRTATION. 



With sorrow in her eyes of blue. 

With trembling hands, she slowly penned it — 
The little parting billet-doux 

That conscience told her now should end it. 
Those tete-a-tetes along the shore, 

Those gipsyings with fern'filled basket, 
Musi join the dear delights of yore. 

And only live in memory's casket. 



There never was a heart like Jack'i; 

He told his passion in his glances. 
She sealed her note with scented wax. 

But could not drown her dismal fancies. 
When he should read his suit denied. 

So long the theme of idle gazers. 
She pictured him a suicide. 

And shuddered at the thought of razoni 

At last she slept — but not 'til dawn 

Had blossomed through the ocean vapours. 
Jack conned her missive with a yawn 

When he had read the morning papers. 
He gave his beard a languid twirl. 

And murmured, as he sat a -smoking, 
"Tear-stained — By Jove! — poor little girl — 

I thought she knew that I was joking!" 

Samuel Minturn Peck. 





A CUP AND SAUCER EPISODE. 

'Twas only coffee, yel we both dranfc deep, 

I won't deny I felt intoxication; 
For just to see those roguish moon-eyes peep 

Over the cup. I plunged in dissipation. 

She raised her cup, and I raised also mine; 

She gave a look, as il "Now are you ready?" 
Our eyes met o'er the rims — -it seemed like 

So sweet, divine, bewitching, almost "heady." 

So cup OD cupl The salad, too, was good. 

I had of that far more than my fair rations. 
Yet served it merely as an interlude 

Between the music of the cup flirtations. 



And then to have her say 'twas all my fault! 

I fairly blushed, and gazed down at my cup. 
1 noticed, though, she had not called the halt 

Until the pot was empty, every sup. 

Harvard Advocate. 
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A DAINTY HAND 
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IDLENESS 




AUF WIEDERSEHEN. 

Summer. 
The little gate was reached at latl. 

Half hid in lilacs down the lane; 
She pushed it wide, and, as she past. 
A willful look she backward cast. 

And said. — "Au] wledeTiehent" 




With hand on latch, a vision white 
Lmgered reluctant, and again 

Half doubting if she did aright. 

Soft as the dews that fell that night. 
She said, — "Auf wieJenehenf" 



The lamp's clear gleam fltb up the stair; 

I linger in delicious pain; 
Ah. in that chamber, whose rich air 
To breathe in thought I scarcely dare. 

Thinks she. — "Auf wkdenehen!" 

'T is thirteen years ; once more I pre» 
The turf thai silences die lane; 

I hear the rustle of her dreu. 

I smell the lilacs, and — ah, ye«, 
I hear. — "Auf wiedeTseken!" 

Sweet piece of bashful maiden aril 

The English words had seemed too fail 

But these — they drew us heart to heart. 

Yet held us tenderly apart; 

She said, — "Auf meJerseben/" 



A FIN DE SIECLE GIRL 

She studies Hendrik Ibsen "to cultivate her mind." 

And reads Shakespeare and Browning through and through: 

Meanwhile she knits her brows — it is the only kind 
Of fancy work this modern maid can do. 

Concoffffeiuii. 



She stooped where the ■ 
And filled for hlra her 



il spring bubbled up, 
■all tin cup. 



And blushed as she gave it, looking down 
On her feel so bare, and her taltered gown. 

"Thanks!" said the Judge; "a sweeter 

draught 
From a (airer hand was never quaffed." 

He spoke of the grass and flowers and trees. 
Of the singing birds and the humming bees: 

Then talked of the haying, and wondered 

whether 
The cloud in the west would bring foul 

weather. 

And Maud forgot her brier-torn gown 
And her graceful ankles bare and brown; 

And listened, while a pleased surprise 
Looked from her long-lashed hazel eyes. 

At last, like one who for delay 
Seeks a vain excuse, he rode away. 

Maud Muller looked and sighed: "Ah mel 
That I the Judge's bride might be! 



BESSIE BROWN. M. D. 

'Twas April when she came to town; 

The birds had come, the bees were swana* 
ing 
Her name, she laid. was Doctor Brown: 

I »aw al once that she was charming. 
She took a cottage tinted green. 

Where dewy roses loved to mingle: 
And on the door, next day, was seen 

A dainty little shingle. 



Her hair was like an amber wreath; 

Her hat was daTJcer, to enhance it. 
The violet eyes that glowed beneath 

Were brighter than her keenest lanceL 
The beauties of her glove and gown 

The sweetest rhyme would fail to utter. 
Ere she had been a day in town 

The town was in a Butter. 

The gallants viewed her feet and hands. 

And swore they never saw such wee things; 
The gossips met in purring bands 

And tore her piecemeal o'er the tea-thingi. 
TTie former drank the Doctor's health 

With clinking cwps, the gay c 
The latter watched her door by stealth. 

Just Lke so many mousers. 





But Doctor Bessie went her way 

Unmindful of the spiteful cronies, 
Aixi drove her buggy every day 

Behind a dashing pair of ponies. 
Her flower-hke face so bright she bore, 

I hoped that time might never wilt her. 
The way she tripped across the floor 

Was better than a philter. 

Her patients thronged the village street; 

Her snowy slate was always quite full. 
Some said her bitters tasted sweet; 

And some pronounced her pills delightful. 
'Twas strange — I knew not what it meant — 

She seemed a nymph from Eldorado; 
Where'er she came, where'er she went. 

Grief lost its gloomy shadow. 




Like all the rest, I too grew il 

My aching heart there was no quelling. 
I tremble at my doctor's bi" 

And lo! the items still are swelling. 
The drugs I've drunk you'd weep lo hearl 

They've quite enriched the fair concocter. 
And I'm a ruined man, I fear. 

Unlets — I wed the Doctor! 



Samuel Minturn Peck 






AT THE BALL 

They bow at the end of the "Lancers, 
And turn to the fairest of 

"Shall we sue in vain for a ballad?" 
Tliey say to the Belle of the Ball. 

ThcD a hush falls over the dancers, — 
A hush they know not why; 

And she seems as one who is dreaming 
As she sweeps them slowly by. 

The smile so lately wreathing 

Her lips of deepest red 
Is gone, and the feverish glitter 

That flashed from her eyes has fled. 

Around her witching dimples. 

Where the ruby current flows. 
They note with silent wonder 

The lily banish the rose. 





AT THE PLAY 



A FAIR ATTORNEY 

Alul the world has gone awry 

Since Cousin Lillian entered college. 
For she has grown so learned I 

Oft tremble at her wondrous knowledge 
Whene'er i dare lo woo her now 

She frowns that I should so annoy her, 
And then proclaims, with lofty hi 

Her mission is to be a lawyer. 

Life glides no more on golden wings, 

A sunny waif from Eldorado; 
I've learned how true the poet sings. 

That coming sorrow casts its shad< 
When tutti-fniiti lost its ipell, 

1 felt some hidden grief impended; 
When she declined a caramel, 

I knew my rosy dream had ended. 





Shf paints no more on china plaques. 

With tints that would have crazed Murillo. 
Strange birds that never plumed their backs 

When Father Noah braved the billow. 
Her fancy limns, with brighter brush. 

The splendid triumphs that await her. 
When, in the court, a breathless hinh 

Gives homage to the keen debater. 

'Ti» sad to meet such crushing noei 

From eyes as blue ai Scottish heather; 
'Tis sad a maid with cheeks of rote 

Should have her heart bound up in leather. 
'Tis sad to keep one's passion pent. 

Though Pallas' arms the Fair environ 
But worse to have her quoting Kent 

When one is fondly breathing Byron. 



When Lillian's licensed at the law 

Her fame, be sure, will live forever; 
No banister will pick a Raw 

In logic so extremely clever. 
The sheriff will forget his nap 

To feast upon the lovely vision, 
And e'en the Judge will set his cap 

At her, and dream of love Elytian. 

Samuel Minturn Peck 




Gay Priscilla — just the person 

For the Locker " ' " 

What a captivating verse on 

Her neat-£lling gowns or gloves 
He could write in catching n 

Setting all the heart astir! 
And to Aldrich what a pica 

It would be to sing o 
He. whose perfect songs have won her 

Lips to quote them day by day. 
She repeats the rhymes of Bunner 

In a fascinating way. 
And you'll often find her lost in — 

She has reveries at times — 
Some delightful one of Austin 

Dobson's rhymes. 

Priscilla. sweet Priscilla, 
Writing of you makes me think. 

As I burn my brown Manila 

And immortalise my ink. 
How well satislied these poets 

Ought to be with what they do 
When, especially, they know it's 

Read by such a girl as you: 

1 who sing of you would many 
Just the kind of girl you are — 

One who doesn't care to carry 

Her poetic taste too far — 
One whose fancy is a bright one, 

Wlio is fond of poems fine. 
And appreciates a 

Frank Dempster Sherman. 





Out choHD land was parted out. 

Like Iirael's. by lot: 
My kingdom, from the garden wall 

Reached to the strawberry plot: 
The onion-bed. 
The beet-tops red, 
The com which wav«d above my head. 
The gooseberry bushes, hung with fruit. 

The wandering melon -vine. 
The carrots and the cabbages. 

All, all of them, were mine I 



Beneath the cherry-tree was placed 

Your throne, a broken chair: 
Your realm was narrower than mine. 

But it was twice as fair: 
Tall hollyhocks. 
And purple phlox. 
And lime-observing four-o' clocks. 
Blue lavender, and candytuft. 

And pink and white sweet peas. 
Your loyal subjects, waved their heads 

In every passing breeze. 



u 



HELEN 

The autumn seems to cry for thee. 
Best lover of the autumn days! 

Each scarlet- tipped and wine-red tree, 
Each russet branch and branch of gold. 

Gleams through its veil of shimmering haze. 
And seeks thee as they sought of old: 

For all the glory of their dress, 

Tbey wear a look of wistfulness. 



In every wood I see thee stand. 

The niddy boughs above thy head. 
And heaped in either slender hand 

The frosted white and amber ferns. 
The sumach's deep, resplendent red. 

Which like a fiery feather burns. 
And, over all, thy happy eyes. 
Shining as clear as autumn skies. 

I hear thy call upon the breeze. 

Gay as the dancing wind, and sweet. 
And. underneath the radiant trees. 

O'er lichens gray and darkling moss. 
Follow the trace of those light feet 

Which never were at fault or loss. 
But, by some forest instinct led. 
Knew where to turn and how to tread. 





Where art thou, comrade true and tried? 

The woodlands call for thee in vain. 
And sadly burns tlie autumii'tide 

Before my eyes, made dim and blind 
By blurring, puzzling mists of pain. 

I look before. I loot behind; 
Beauty and loss seem everywhere. 
And grief and glory fill the air. 

Already, in these few short weelu, 
A hundred things I leave unsaid. 

Because there is no voice that speaks 
In answer, and no listening ear. 

No one to care now thou art dead I 

And month by month, and year by year, 

I shall but miss thee more, and go 

With half my thought untold. I know. 

1 do not think thou hast forgot, 

I know Aat I shall not forget. 
And some day, glad, but wondering not. 

We two shall meet, and, face to face, 
In stiU, fair &elds 

Shalt talk of each old time and place. 
And smile at pain interpreted 
By wisdom learned since we were dead. 
"Susan Coolidce' 
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GERTRUDE. 

Fair Gertrude lives at Farmmglon, 

Perhaps you've seen her there; 
Her eyes delight in laughing light. 

Let gods describe her hair; 
Her figure — well, grave Juno ne'er 

Had half the supple grace 
Of Gertrude fair of FarmiDgtoD — 

Perhaps you know that place? 



Beneath her lips there gleam two rowi 

0( greed-bspiring pearls; 
Such rows of teeth the gods bequeath 

To but their choicest girls. 
For other things al Fannington 

I do not care a rap, 
Although it is a lovely place — 

I've seen it (on the map). 

would the gods had given me 
Some mild poetic skill; 
In Gertrude's praise I'd sing for dayi. 

And volumes 1 could fill. 
Perhaps you think 1 love this maid — 

In sooth perhaps 1 do; 
Well, if I did. I'd tell her— 
But, by Jove. I'd not tell jiou. 

YaU Record. 





MY LADY ON THE UNKS 




THE BEAUTY OF BALLSTON. 
AflerPraed (P). 



In Ballston — once a famous spot. 

Ere Saratoga came in fashion — 
I had a transient fit of what 

The poets call ihe "tender 
In short, when 1 was young and gay, 

And Fancy held the throne of Reason. 
I fell in love with Julia May, 

The reigning beauty of the season. 

Her eyes were blue, and such a pair! 



No, 
Her skin wa 

I never si 
And there w 

{Juste em 
Thai really - 



The 



heaven was ever brighter; 
I most divinely fair; 
w a shoulder whiter. 
IS something in her form 
bon-poinl. I think they term it) 
ras enough lo warm 
bosom of a hermit! 



In sooth, she was a witching girl. 

And even women called her pretty. 
Who saw her in the waltz's whirl. 

Beneath the glare of spermaceti; 
Or if they carped — as Candor must 

When wounded pride and envy rankle— 
'Twas only that so full a bust 

Should heave above to trim an ankle! 




AFTERNOON TEA 




HER REASON. 

Once a learned Boston maiden 
Was besought for one sweet kiw; 

"Only one." he softly pleaded. 
But the maid's reply was (his: 

"I am quite surprised you ask it. 
When you know physicians say 
That for spreading dire contagion 
Kissing is the surest way. 

"Though I own that what you ask me 
Would be pure, unbounded bliss, 
Yet, from hygienic reasons, 
I cannot allow a kiss." 

James P. Sawyer. 



TOUJOURS AMOUR. 

Prithee tell me, Dimple-Chm. 
At whal age does Love begin? 
Your blue eyes have scarcely seen 
Summers three, my (airy queen; 
But a miracle of sweets. 
Soft approaches, sly retreats. 
Show the little Archer there. 
Hidden in your pretty hair; 
When didst learn a heart to win) 
Prithee teU me. Dimple-Chb! 



"Oh!" the rosy lips reply, 
"I can't tell you if I try. 

'Til so long I can't remember; 
AsL some younger !asa than II" 



Tell. O tell me. Grizzled- Face, 
Do your heart and head keep pace? 
When does hoary Love expire, 
When do frosts put out the lire> 
Can its embers burn below 
All that chill December snow? 
Care you still soft hands to press. 
Bonny heads to smooth and bless? 
When does Love give up the chase? 
Tell. O tell me, Grizzled-Face! 



"Ah I" the wise old lips reply. 

"Youth may pass and strength may die; 
But of Love I can't foretoken: 

Ask some older sage than 1 1" 

E. C StedmaN. 
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